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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

No trauailer returnes,puzz;el$ the will, 

And makes vs rather beare thofe ills we haue. 

Then flic to others that wee know not of* 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards. 

And thus the naciue hiew of refolution 
1$ fickled ore with the pale caft of thought* 

And enterprifes of great pitch and momenr. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 

And loofe the name of a&ion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia imph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

H am. I humbly thankeyou;weIl* 

Ophe , My Lord, i haue remembrances ofyours 
That I haue longed long t** re-dcliuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

H am. No,noc I, I ncuergauc you ought. 

Ophe . My honor’d Lord : you know right well you did, 

And with them words offo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more neh/their perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe,for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poorc when giuers prooue vnkind, 

There my Lord, 

H am. Ha,ha,areyouhoneft. 

Oph. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophe . What meanes your Lordfhip? 

Ham, That if you be honeft and faire, you fhoufd admit 
no difeourfe to your beauty. 

Oph 0 Could beauty, my Lord haue better coinerce 
Then withhonefty^ 

H am* I truely/or the power offeeauty will fooner tranfformeho* 
Hefty from what it is to a baude, then the force of honefty can cranf- 
1 ate beauty into his Iikenc{Tc,this was foinetime a paradox, but now 
the timegiu-es it pto^fe,! didioue you once, 

Oph . Indeed my Lord you made me beleeue fo* 

Han. Youfhould not haue bcleeu d me,for vertue cannot (o 
cuacuat our oid ftock,but we Hull rclifti of it : I loued you not. 


Trinceoj 

"Zf™ ?d“ SSUU hoU but yet I cottU .ccuft .nee of 

rh "things tLt it were better my Mother had not borne mee: I am 

iuch tl ng . ' j- y am bitious,with moie offences at my beckc, 

in.imaginatifi to giue .hem tope, 
0 b „" mc t0 aft them in what fcould fuch tcllowcs as I oo craulmg be- 
tweere earth and heaucs? we are arrant knaues be eeuenoneo v . ;| 
go!y waies to a Nunry. Whet s your father? | 

Ophe- Ac home my Lord. 

Ham Let the doers be fhutvpon him, 

Thathe may play the foole no where but in sownehoufe. 

Farewell. 

tie be thou as chart as yce,as pure as (now, thou (halt not efcapc ca- if 
lum v set thee to a Nunry , farewell. Or if thou vy.lt needs marry, j| 
marry a g foolc , for wife men know well enough what monfiers you li 
make of them-, to aNunry goe, and quickly to,farwe . 

Ophe. Heauenly powers reftorehim, , , , . 

Ham. 1 haue heard of your paintings well enough, God h thgi 

uen you one facc,and you make your fe-.fes another you gig and am- g 
ble/andyou lift you nickname Gods crcaturs , and make your wan- . k 
tonnes ignorance ; goe to, He no more on t it hath made me madde r 
1 fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married already, all 
but one flial Uue,thc reft fhall keep as they arc.-io aNunry go. Exit, 

0 phe . O what a n ob 1 e rohi d is hcc i c othi c>\S n c , 

The courciers/ouldiers Jchoi-'crSjCyf^tongiiCjIVvOr , 

Th’cxpc£taticn,and Rofe ot the faire ft are. 

The glafle of f afhion,and the mould ol forme.-, 

Tlfobferifd of all ob feru ers >q u i t e 5 qu it c downe 3 
And I of Ladies mo ft deie6t and wreccned. 

That fuckethe huny ofhismiihckc v.Q.wes; 

Now fee what noble and molt foueraigne reafbn 
Like fweet bells iangled out of tinie,and harfh. 

That vnmaccht forme pndftature of bLowne youth 

Blafted with extacy.O wo is me 
T’hauc fccnc what 1 haue feenc,fee what I fee, 

Exit* 
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